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Summary: He had fallen in love with her, but her obsession with the 
abusive Clown Prince of Crime is the last straw. To break that 
unhealthy compulsion and protect her was to take her away and make 
her his forever. 


1 . Chapter 1 

**My first Jonathan Crane/Harley Quinn story. :D I read others of 
them in the past but NEVER thought I'd do one. It will come as no 
surprise that he is very protective of her as much as Ivy is of the 
adorable harlequin over her abusive on-off boyfriend. Joker. A few 
years ago, I read a great oneshot where the clown tosses her out 
AGAIN and she takes the hyenas with her so she goes to stay with none 
other than Professor Crane - who has secret feelings for her and 
loathes her obsession with the Joker. But eventually Harley does 
choose the Master of Fear over the Clown Prince of Crime. :) 
Unfortunately, that story no longer exists, and I do not remember the 
name OR the author. But I never forgot about it, and that is what 
inspires me here. 

><strong> 

**We begin the story with Harley's Holiday, the fantastic ep in which 
we see that adorable moment between her and the good professor. :D 
Who can forget his rant?** 

* *Disclaimer : I own nothing of Batman or this animated series I've 
loved since I was a toddler. And much thanks to Arleen Sorkin and the 
late great Henry Polic II for bringing these wonderful characters to 
life.** 

Chapter One 

Dr. Leland read out the most wonderful news in the world to her as 
Harleen Quinzelle sat before the good woman, excited and ready to 
explode with joy. She'd passed her competency hearing and all, and 



starting tomorrow, she would be released back into 
society . 


_Mentally sane and sound. _ 

" WHOOPEEEEEEE ! " Harley shrieked, finally jumping up and around the 
room, buzzing in and out in her excitement. "Yay, _yay_, YAY ! " After 
all this time in this rathole-hellhole, she was free to go soon. 
Tomorrow she would be back at her and Joker's old hideout to retrieve 
the babies and they would go out to have some fun and celebrating. 

She would probably get a fun job someplace, too, like as a 
schoolteacher or maybe a model, then get married and have babies - to 
think of all the possibilities! 

And then she remembered the other woman in front of her and ceased 
her moment. "Urn, uh, I mean, thank you. Dr. Leland, " she said 
nervously, standing straight and blushing madly red. But the good 
therapist smiled sweetly. 

"That's okay," she said kindly. "You have every reason to feel proud 
of yourself, Harley." 

Then they both jumped at the sudden harsh bark outside the office, 
crystal clear: "Unhand me!" 

Joan sighed and shook her head, standing from behind her desk. "I 
just wish the other inmates could make your sort of progress, " she 
said to Harley, who was actually too preoccupied to pay attention, 
stepping closer to the front of the door to see who was coming up, 
handcuffed and in full costume - save for the mask - and "escorted" 
by none other than Batface and Birdbrain. 

"I am the Master of Fear, the Lord of Despair! Cower before me in 
witless terror!" 

Harley smiled and waved at him when he stopped in front of Leland' s 
office upon seeing her, returning the smile. "Hi, Professor Crane," 
she said. 

"Good evening, child." But that polite demeanor was gone as quickly 
as it came as he went back to screaming at the cowled man in black. 
"Worship me, fools! _Worship_ me!" He continued his tirade about his 
status as the God of Terror even as the orderlies came to take him 
away; Red from her glass cell was watching with a rolling of her 
eyes. Harley closed her eyes briefly; Professor Crane was another she 
always liked and cared about. Ever since he was first brought to 
Arkham for poisoning the board of Gotham State and various others in 
it, a failed revenge for his disgrace. But that was not all; he had 
been her professor for a short amount of time before he was fired for 
his illegal experimentation, yet she never spoke to him personally 
outside the classroom. 

In Arkham, however, and sometimes outside, she found the courage and 
the two began to become good friends. Yet he also did not approve of 
her relationship with her puddin', just like Ivy. 

The former harlequin jumped when the Batman turned his fierce 
attention to her. "I hear you're getting out tomorrow," he stated 
bluntly . 



Harley huffed and folded her arms across her chest. "You got a 
problem with that, B-Man?" 

He surprised her by holding his hand out to her, a sincere handshake 
she did not mistake. She had been a psychology intern and expert once 
to know he meant it. "Congratulations." 

She took it, chewing her lip nervously. Somehow it wasn't so bad. 
"Alright, so I made mistakes, but I promise I'll do better outside." 
She almost jumped when his grip tightened on hers and he leaned in, 
lips slightly pulling back as he growled. 

"For your sake... I _hope so._" 

~o~ 

"So, Jon, the clown's girl is out for good," Nygma noted as soon as 
the Scarecrow walked into rec time and sat beside him. Tetch had not 
yet come, but he would soon, and it wouldn't be long before he asked 
one of them to a game of chess. The Riddler himself snorted and shook 
his head as he engrossed himself with both his crossword puzzle and 
his attention on the Master of Fear. "Let's hope she does better than 
me - IF Joker doesn't snag her back." 

Crane scoffed and leaned back against the couch. He highly doubted 
his friend from the start; Edward tried to lead his own life outside 
these walls, joined a toy corporation and used his costume as 
marketing means, and he just could not change to make anyone happy. 
_It ' s precisely what the Rogues of Gotham will not do, myself 
included - but Harley... _ 

"If you couldn't fool the world, and you couldn't help yourself, I 
don't think she will fare better," he stated, picking up a new 
edition of a psychology magazine, one of the few. "We don't give 
ourselves up for the world; they know nothing about us He stopped 
himself there. "But I hope Harley does manage to stay away from the 
Joker." From the beginning, he always knew she was too good for that 
madman - because he was nothing like them, just existing simply for 
his own entertainment. Everyone in the gallery, himself and Isley 
notably, wondered what she even saw in him, and it angered him to no 
end that she still didn't see she was just a pawn for the 
clown . 

"You have my two cents on that, boys." 

"Dr. Isley," Jonathan stated as the striking redhead came to perch 
herself in front of them and pick up the remote for the television 
overhead, flipping through until she found a channel on home and 
garden, ironically. 

"I always told her that she needs some self-esteem, but how does she 
keep repaying me?" Pamela hissed. "Running back to him. I just hope 
now that she is out, she steers clear away from him 
completely . " 

"Hope it'd be someone who doesn't beat her till she has a black eye 
and bloody nose, and so on, " Edward concurred. His green eyes steered 
their way from the vixen to the former professor, and Crane knew what 
he was implying. 



"Nygma, " he warned, "don't go as far as to point your finger at me to 
become full-time protector. I have welcomed her before 

"And it was me doing the majority, " Isley cut in impatiently, 
narrowing her eyes. "It would be nice if someone else tried to do the 
job I could never do, Jonathan." Her clipped tone immediately changed 
to sugary sweet in a split second. "You're the doctor of psychiatry; 
she was your student, wasn't she?" 

Crane nodded. For a time, yes. She was one of the best he had, and he 
had seen her more on top than the others. He always wanted to talk to 
her outside the classroom, but it would have been inappropriate for 
obvious reasons. He never truly paid attention to physical 
appearances, but Harleen Quinzelle was full of life that he did not 
ever remember encountering in his life - until he was fired, and then 
met with her again when he was placed in Arkham Asylum. _To even 
THINK she threw her potential away for that psychopath! The one word 
I will appropriately use for the clown. _ 

"Oh, Jon," Nygma said, breaking him out of his thoughts, "you're 
blushing . " 

"I beg your pardon?" he demanded, glaring at the Puzzle Master, who 
shrugged with one shoulder. 

"When a man blushes and thinks of a woman at the same time, it can 
mean only one thing." 

Scarecrow reeled backwards, baring his teeth defensively. What 
Riddler was implying - "Nygma, that is absurd! Harley is nothing more 
to me than a remarkable young woman who would have had a promising 
future if not for that monster called a beau, " he stated angrily, 
knowing she could have had someone better if she didn't let her 
foolish heart get the best of her. 

Edward chortled and shook his head. "Say it as it is. Professor, " he 
said, "but I know the signs when I see them, being the romantic I am. 
Wouldn't you agree, Pamela?" 

Isley snorted. "I agree Harl deserves better, as I told her for 
years, but does she EVER listen to me? Not at all. Jonathan," she 
said sweetly, yet again, "if you ever get out of here, would you do 
the honors?" 

He sighed and shook his own head. Every time he would get out of 
Arkham, the Batman would always bring him back. Reality check, there 
was nothing for him if he ever wanted to become a "good tax-paying 
citizen" yet again. His research was all he would live for, and he 
would not give that up. 

But with Harley? He'd have to think about that. 

~o~ 

Well, she didn't last a day out of Arkham. She had been having so 
much fun, even got a new dress and paid for it - except she never 
went out the door before the alarm rang, but she wouldn't let them 
take her new dress! 


All she wanted to do was to start fresh with her babies, like she 



wanted, but NO! Society didn't want her to be happy. So, she had to 
snatch rich girl Veronica Vreeland along with the babies so she could 
try and get away from the heat - but B-man, Bird Boy, GCPD _and_ the 
army were on her tail, the last of them led by Veronica's general 
father. But how could she explain with her past that it was all a 
misunderstanding? 

Her "hostage" seemed to like her and understand why she did what she 
did; it was only her first day out of Arkham, so yeah, the idea of 
being back in so soon set her into panic mode. But after the incident 
with Boxy and his gang, here she was back in, but not too long, 

Leland said. Harley hoped so, with more good behavior, and given Miss 
Vreeland dropped the kidnapping charges. 

What made it better: the Batman gave her the pink dress she bought 
and wanted! How could she repay him other than with a kiss? He might 
be the problem between her and her Mistah J, but he was cute and 
thoughtful nevertheless. 

When she passed by Red's cell and others for hers, she paused by to 
see a certain auburn-haired man sitting in his chair and reading a 
psychology text, looking up and seeing her when she passed by. She 
smiled at him, and he returned it just like yesterday. 

**The cover image for the story is a wonderful image I found on 
deviantart. :) I knew for a long time that it was the cutest thing 
ever, that it was perfect to fit this story and what will come in the 
future. Read and review, and don't fear that I will not continue. :D 

><strong> 


2 . Chapter 2 
Chapter Two 

Ever since being back at Arkham, Mistah J had been out of the 
picture, not bothering to even come back when she did. He was too 
busy with the Batman right now, and the last thing she heard was that 
he was having fun brainwashing comedians with Hatter's chips before 
Bats took him down. Harley had high hopes to see her puddin' return 
to her, ignoring altogether the disgust of Pam, Eddie and Crane - and 
upon throwing her arms around her beloved Mistah J, he returned the 
embrace and kiss like the king who returned to his queen. 

But upon learning about what she'd been up to, he flew into a rage 
behind the backs of the others and struck her for the first time in 
awhile. He'd called her weak, trying to go back into society's arms 
like a good little girl. By the next morning, the bruise on her cheek 
showed that she couldn't hide from the others, and that was when 
enough was enough for Red. 

"I'm getting out of Arkham, but I won't stand this pathetic excuse 
any longer," she'd snapped, then turned her back to Harley again. The 
blonde could not remember being so hurt like that. All these years 
and now the redhead was not speaking to her. She was escaping Arkham 
again, but this time she was leaving Harley Quinn behind because she 
was tired of trying to get her to leave the Joker. 


Poison Ivy was gone mysteriously, no one finding out just yet how she 



vanished from the asylum this time, but the rumor was that she was 
gone out of town once again. Who knew where. The last time she was 
gone, she was in South Africa after the revelation of her false 
attempt to live a normal family life, hoping to save the life line of 
a rare freesia flower in a more fertile ground, then expand its life. 
When that failed, she saved what she could of the species and 
returned it to Gotham only to be brought back into Arkham when Batman 
found out. 

Now she was leaving again, for who knew how long and when she'd ever 
be back. Ivy hated Gotham because nothing grew here; she only 
returned because it was the only domain she could take her reign 
over . 

Jonathan Crane was the first one to notice the mark on Harley's face 
and know right away what the cause was. "Child, this has to end," he 
whispered to her as soon as she seated beside him. She glared at 
him . 

"Professor, I deserved this." 

"That is inexcusable! You absolutely did not!" Some of the other 
inmates were beginning to look their way, and he immediately lowered 
his voice. "Harley, you must stay away from him. I do not care if he 
wants you to go with him on whatever he plans to do next; you cannot 
go with him and follow his tail at every turn. Pamela is right about 
him that you might be brighter than the rest of us, but you do not 
see that the clown uses you." 

She did not want to hear anymore, just stood up and went to the 
restroom nearby, with her favorite guard nearby who stood outside the 
door and waited for her. She let loose her cries and tears into the 
sink that even cold or hot water could not cleanse away the source 
they came from inside her body. She'd been back in Arkham for a 
couple weeks and the trouble with Joker and the others was back with 
a terrible comeuppance. 

Why couldn't _anyone_ be happy for her and Mistah J? 

Pretty soon, it was not the criticism and readjustments back to where 
she was sure she truly belonged were her main problems. 

Three months gone by, and she was getting better - but there was also 
a new trouble for them all, including poor Professor Crane, for there 
was a very scary head of the asylum hired by Wayne Enterprises. His 
name was Lyle Bolton; the moment Harley laid her eyes on him, she 
began to fear not only for the others around her, but for her own 
lif e . 

~o~ 

The broken ribs and jaw were only the beginning for him and the 
others; in the others' cases, Edward had a broken leg and was in the 
infirmary for over a week. Crane even ended up beside him for a few 
days longer, reaching over to hold the other's hand in his because 
Nygma was his friend and was next to him through the ordeal. 

The Master of Fear and the Prince of Puzzles both endured similar 
childhoods even though they never knew each other back then, but when 
they confided in each other about them and kept them from the 



doctors, it was what brought them together as friends. When Jervis 
Tetch came along, his heartaching experience was what made both other 
men more human - the three of them together were like one great force 
that couldn't be stopped. 

Correction: Jonathan met Jervis before Edward came along. When he met 
the Mad Hatter, it was simply because of the story he heard during 
group therapy involving a girl he fought for but couldn't have, that 
it was Batman's fault, and that he would have been happy if not for 
the miserable life he lived before he met Alice Pleasance. Spoke of a 
broken heart in Wonderland, that she would never come to his "tea 
party", and so many other things that the therapist in charge of his 
case threw her hands into the air in exasperation so many times. On 
Scarecrow's part, it wasn't difficult to see that Jervis Tetch had 
feared losing the one he loved and fought to win her - only for the 
fear to win in the end. 

When he was a boy, he gave up all hope of ever being loved as he 
never had it from his grandmother or any other girl in his youth. As 
a man, he shunned any attempts from both women his own age and the 
young women in his classroom. Women and love were not on his list, 
and once he let his own heart get the best of him only to end 
disastrously . 

But with Harleen Quinzelle, she didn't laugh at him or push him away, 
but she could not be any more than fond of him, obviously. The Joker 
had her in his grasp. 

What had he been thinking to try and talk her out of it again, seeing 

her run away and cry even though she tried to hide it from him. The 

signs were unmistakable from afar; he sighed to himself as he should 
not have said those things, but it had to be done. 

And right now, there was Lyle Bolton to deal with. 

From the moment he laid his eyes on the large man who was four times 

the lanky ex-professor, he could not remember the last time he 

trembled with such fear - twice with dealing with the Batman. This 
fear was real, brought from the natural substances of his body that 
did not involve his own fear poison against him, and the glint in 
Bolton's eyes was devilish beyond earthly. Jonathan tried not to show 
it but failed. And a couple times when Bolton first came into his 
cell after dealing with the others in a pattern from the end of the 
hallway and working his way down. . . 

He could remember Harley screaming and trying to fight him when he 
took her favorite harlequin doll and tore it apart, then screaming 
louder when he punched her until she bled in her mouth and from her 
nose; it was a miracle she hid her favorite new dress from her first 
and only day out of Arkham that well. Crane never saw the dress, but 
he understood it was that precious to her. And the fact the Batman 
helped her and heard about the little kiss of gratitude through Isley 
made him smirk. 

He remembered the many times that he met with Harley in the 
infirmary, seeing the injuries on her face far more extensive than 
Joker would ever give her. They were both trapped, like the others, 
in this hell that he wanted to escape and take her with him, far from 
Joker and Bolton, from Batman - from Gotham in general. Now that it 
was becoming clear of his feelings for her, protection, he became all 



the more determined to break her from harm's way. 


He failed to get away from Bolton only to be brought back to Arkham, 
and the beating was worse than you could imagine. He ended up in the 
infirmary once again, sparking the suspicions of Dr. Leland as well 
as Dr. Bartholomew who had come to inform him that Bruce Wayne wanted 
to hold a hearing against Bolton, private as it was. Crane was asked 
to testify, along with Harley herself and Wesker and his puppet. All 
four - if you counted Scarface - were scared out of their wits that 
they didn't speak against him right away, until Wayne announced the 
extension of the security head's contract to eighteen more 
months ! 

Scarecrow liked to think from then on that the billionaire had done 
it only to get them to finally confess what Bolton had done to them, 
but he was glad the man did, for the instant Lyle Bolton erupted with 
rage, Bartholomew let him go, not before the monster roared his 
promise of revenge on them all one day. That was the last time anyone 
saw him. 

Jonathan Crane did not remember feeling so exhausted and yet elated 
that their enemy had fallen. He found himself looking into Harley's 
shining blue eyes when they both knew they would never be harmed by 
Lyle Bolton ever again. The embrace they shared was quick before they 
were taken back to their separate cells along with Ventriloquist and 
Scarface . 

By the end of the day for rec time, she jumped onto him with a squeal 
of happiness. "Oh, Jonny, he's finally gone! I should get Jervis here 
and have us call to celebrate, " she said. "We should have a tea party 
as he likes to say." 

He snorted. Of course. Hatter would say tea party, but he supposed it 
wouldn't hurt. Bolton's dismissal was something to worth celebrate 
over. But before he could answer, he felt warm, soft and full lips 
press against his cheek with so much pressure that a heat built up in 
his skin and shot throughout his entire face. When she pulled back, 
she was grinning from ear to ear. "What do ya say?" 

Jonathan chuckled. "A cause to celebrate 
sounds . . .marvelous . " 

~o~ 

_0h, Mistah J!_ she thought, nearly crying when she read the note as 
well as saw the gift that had come with it. The box was black velvet 
on the outside, and inside on smooth satin to match was the prettiest 
present she had ever seen - and a ring, no less. She almost squealed 
with joy as she tried it on that finger, only to find it was too big, 
and fitting the forefinger, which made her pout. But still, puddin' 
couldn't have been more of an angel. 

It had been so long since she had seen or heard from him, and only a 
month which was always a feeling of more than enough. He'd been lucky 
to be away from Arkham before Lyle Bolton came along; he was still 
gone for good and better stay that way. This note and the ring now on 
her finger which she would cherish always made her realize how much 
her heart ached. 

_My little Harley Quinn, I have missed you so and will come and sweep 



you from that dreary place very soon. Together we will continue to 
take down the Batman once and for all. I can never be without my 
precious angel. _ 

"Angel, " she breathed aloud, sighing with passion and holding both 
treasures close to her. 

Taking one more look at the ring, she grinned when she beheld the 
soft rose band with the beautiful petals wrapping around five rubies 
circling a tiny diamond. Mistah J knew her so well, and knew what she 
loved. When she first met him, he could read through her so well that 
she didn't even catch of herself before. When she saw him, then she 
would do more than just give him a kiss and a swirling hug... 

"It's an interesting trinket from a man who abandoned you last 
time . " 

She whirled around and looked to see the man who still even spoke to 
her when everyone else apparently abandoned her, like Red did. 
Professor Crane was looking at the ring around her finger, against 
her chest now along with the note, with a far from pleased 
expression. _0h, not again, _ she thought with a little moan. 
"Professor, don't start," she pleaded. "Mistah J said he was coming 
for me, that he'd get me outta here instead of waiting for the law to 
declare me sane and sound once again, so we can finish off Batman 


"As ever, only for it to end in vain, " Crane snapped, interrupting 
her angrily and then turning on his heel, away from her. Harley 
watched him go, her heart collapsing once again that it seemed he, 
her only true friend left here, was turning against her for the same 
reasons as Ivy had. 

It was also then and there Harley Quinn realized she _didn't _want to 
lose Jonathan Crane. 

**I know I said it before, but reviews are appreciated. :) I won't 
stop writing, but reviews and hearing what people say and love means 
a lot - though no flames, please.** 


3 . Chapter 3 

**My birthday is on the 18th, and I'll be turning twenty-three. :D I 
intend to finish this story before vacation time, but I'm also trying 
not to force anything out, either. A good story must NEVER be 
forced . * * 

**I also went back to deviantart and found the name and creator of 
the cover image: "Scarecrow x Harley: Not so extreme snuggle" by 
PowerOptix. :D There's more of them where THAT came from.** 

Chapter Three 

"So, she's back with him." 

"Of course she is, Nygma." He closed his eyes and leaned his head 
back against the couch. "She's gotten a ring from him, and her 
reaction was obvious enough. I know I have said this before, but I am 
weary of this. She deserves better than someone who lashes out at her 



over the attempts to make her own punchline, and she should not give 
any part of herself up to make anyone happy - much less that clown. I 
know that from my own experiences." He had always been too proud of 
himself to sacrifice any section of his identity, and even IF he met 
the right woman in his life, then he wouldn't ask her for anything in 
the first instant. But relationships were always about compromises of 
any kind. 

The Riddler clicked his pen in and out purely out of habit, snorting. 
"Jon, you're not even a romantic as I am, yet you state everything 
with Harley as it is. You gotta stop running and face the facts. 
Harley won't let go of the Joker, and forcing her to do it will not 
end well. Who knows when he will come and get her 

_Who knows, __ Crane's mind repeated. "I wish I knew, but when he 
comes, then that further ruins her chance of getting away from this 
place for good. I know for sure I am tired of running away, tired of 
hiding - and tired of fighting the Batman. I've been at this with him 
for what? Four years at most?" He sighed and reached up to pinch the 

bridge of his nose. Indeed, he was weary to his bones. He was in his 

mid-forties and not a spring chicken. There were many things he was 
weary of, but he could not regret everything he did - except maybe 
one thing. 

_Harley 

Ho felt like he was wasting his time trying to save her, and if he 
would not be able to chase her anymore, then so be it. He was fine 

alone before and would be fine after. He could get out of Arkham and 

get out of Gotham forever, retire someplace quiet where he could 
spend the remainder of his days writing books of his experiments and 
on the subject of fear in his eyes. 

"Jonathan, you should take her with you." 

He started and looked at Edward with shock. "Nygma, are you out of 
your -?!" He didn't finish the sentence as he would never call his 
friend and somet imes-partner out of his mind. Both men were too proud 
to be called such a phrase. "Edward, even if I wanted to whisk her 
away with me, she would always go back to him!" Jonathan hissed, but 
the other red-haired man shook his head with a grin. 

"Jon, " Nygma repeated, leaning forward, "what would Jervis say and do 
if he saw the first girl who made his heart soar?" 

Crane rolled his eyes and turned his face away. He didn't have time 
for any of this, but Edward wasn't having it. "Aw, come on, enough is 
enough. I know how much you care for her. If Tetch were here now, he 
would say the same thing. If you want me to, we can always grab him 
and work this out like the three of us can do it . I can win a girl 
over if she was capable of solving any of my riddles, but you? You're 
too absorbed in self-pity and just giving up over her easier than you 
do with your precious fear toxin. You're a man, for crying out loud, 
and a man never lets the girl he loves go that easily." 

The entire time he listened, Jonathan had to nod in agreement. He did 
care about Harleen Quinzelle; he didn't want to let her go. He had to 
do something if words didn't work. Nygma was right about that, too: a 
real man never let anything slip past him without a fight. What was 
happening right now had become an apparent lif e-or-death struggle for 



the girl. Now he wanted to roll his eyes. 

What had this become, a literary battle for the damsel's 
heart ? 

~o~ 

She had just begun her internship when she first met the Joker, being 
a professional young lady of twenty-three years old and practically 
fresh from a broken high school relationship and a father who was in 
jail. Harleen Quinzelle had just gotten her PhD by that time, being 
one of the youngest doctors to come to Arkham Asylum for the 
Criminally Insane. 

She first saw the Joker when she passed by his cell with Dr. Leland 
beside her, who had welcomed her warmly but also warned her that 
these crooks would stop at nothing to chew her apart if she so much 
as took this too lightly. Not that Harleen intended to, and the Joker 
was a challenge for her. The first night his eyes were on her, she 
found the rose and note on her desk that she knew was from him based 
on the "J" at the end of the letter - and she would have gone to the 
guards if he hadn't caught her sooner. 

Then he surprised her again by mentioning the reworking of her name 
which she hadn't heard in a long time: _"Harleen Quinzelle ... rework 
it a bit, and you get Harley Quinn. 

_"Like the clown character harlequin. I know, I've heard it 
before . 

She had thought she prepared for the sessions that followed, tried to 
prove herself, before the Joker stunned her with a revelation that 
she never thought she'd ever hear from him: his father had abused him 
when he was a boy, and the only real time he'd heard his father laugh 
when he dropped his pants during a joke, and he was seven years old 
not that long after being taken to the circus for the first time, the 
act by the clowns he saw - and that was when Harleen fell over 
laughing with him, the first time she'd laughed in a long time. Only 
she stopped laughing when he added his father gave him a punch for 
his misbehavior. 

No one ever made her laugh the way Joker did. 

And above all, she had never met anyone better who understood her 
than he . 

Pretty soon, their sessions had become the other way around, 
bordering on personal than professional. Soon he was the therapist 
and she was the patient, while she found it in her to open up about 
her own difficult life. She couldn't remember when she last told 
anyone about her father or her last boyfriend before they went their 
separate ways . 

_The downside of comedy is that they always take shots from folks who 
don't get the joke. _ 

And how right he was. For in the end. Dr. Quinzelle concluded her 
patient was nothing more than a "tortured soul who was looking for 
love and acceptance, but the Batman and other people are always in 
the way." Who can ever let go of the fact that it was _Batman_ who 



threw him into that vat of chemicals? He was the one who caused hell 
for her ANGEL. 


Her angel... that was what she called him. Joker was her angel who 
needed her more than ever. Her heart broke when he was brought back 
in by the Batman, bruised and broken in places, and Dr. Bartholomew 
held her as she lamented for him. It was also then and there that she 
decided something had to be done, something that would make her 
_puddin'_ proud of her. 

His new and improved _Harley Quinn. _ And you'd have thought that 
after she drove away with him and into the night for their happily 
ever after, it would end there... but Batman was always in the way. 
Mistah J tried to kill him numerous times, and all ended badly. 

Add in the fact she got more than a little pain. Harley never 
understood why he would hit her over any mistake, or the fact once in 
awhile she "got in the way" . She still liked to think BATMAN, but 
this time had to do with the fact she tried to be a good girl now, 
then sent her a ring and promised to get her out again so she 
wouldn't have to wait any longer for the law to declare her normal 
again . . . 

Puddin' said this time he would come for her, but two more months 
came and went, and nothing. By that time, she stood before the 
courts, and the documents were drawn officially. She was walking away 
from Arkham for good. She wanted to let loose more screams of 
enjoyment, but stern eyes were on her that she couldn't overact, so 
she held herself with her chin high and hands in front of her as the 
verdict of legally sane was presented. 

However, there was a catch and an order in one that it made her break 
inside . 

She was never to see, stay in contact with, or even attempt to meet 
with the Joker - her beloved puddin' - _ever again_. 

~o~ 

_Let ' s only hope that she stays that way and not attempt to get 
herself in jail. _Jonathan shook his head and snorted; if she so much 
as disobeyed that order, she would end up in a one-way ticket to 
Blackgate, the one place she would not last a day in - and without 
him . 

By him, Jonathan meant himself. 

Nygma was struck with a head cold that he could not come to rec 
tonight, leaving him with Jervis of course. Crane thought he could 
use the less nagging company for a change - but how wrong he was when 
the short, blond-haired man began to question him about his "missing 
Alice" . 

"Tetch, not now," he said tiredly, but Jervis wouldn't let 
him. 

"She's away from the rabbit hole, and you are here. I doubt the Joker 
will leave her alone now, or the fact he could snatch her away once 
more, and if that happens -" Jervis rambled, a panicked edge to his 
voice. "You got to find a way to get out of here legally as she did. 



for her sake, March." 


"That's what Nygma said." 

"He's right, my friend! This is your chance, don't you see?" 

He wanted nothing more in the world, but there had to be a doctor to 
convince that he was ready to reenter society - and there was a good 
chance that the Batman himself would find it suspicious, but it was 
none of the night rat's business. Crane knew he and Harley would 
think of something together ... if she'd let him. He didn't know when 
she would begin to get her life back on track without Joker, if she 
managed to get her "babies" away already, and if she didn't find 
someone already given the golden heart she was who let it get the 
best of her. 

"I see it," he said finally to Tetch with a smile, "and I could use 
your help and Edward's right away." The blond's blue eyes lit up with 
his smile. 

He spoke with Dr. Leland the next morning, and who could ever forget 
the look on her face as well as her response? 

"I'm pleased you decided to make the progress Harleen did. Professor. 
But may I ask... what prompted this change?" He smiled at her most 
sincerely . 

"Harley did," Jonathan answered honestly. "Given you know her as well 
as I, there is nothing about her to give the proper words why." _Only 
that she needs my protection more than ever. _ 

~o~ 

She had to say that three weeks of settling into her new apartment in 
Gotham, near the general hospital which accepted her as a medical 
doctor - given her PhD required full medical training and not just 
psychological - and the license to be renewed in a matter of time if 
she kept up her good work. 

Harleen had to admit she was surprised that Gotham General accepted 
her so easily, but it was not like she would be around mental 
patients any longer. She just wanted to continue to help people; a 
lot of them called her crazy for loving a madman and throwing her 
life away, but Harley inside her erupted internally. How could they 
ever call her crazy just because she _loved_ someone who knew her 
inner secrets? 

Joker hadn't come for her yet, not that she'd given up. But she knew 
what to expect from him: his wrath like last time. Bud and Lou were 
on guard for her, in case he tried to hit her, their snarls told her 
when she informed them. She'd gasped. "Babies, Mistah J will not hurt 
me as long as you both are here, you know that!" Nevertheless, they 
reared back and bared their teeth for her. Some part of her mind 
whispered to her: _They've changed their minds about Mistah J 
altogether ._ 

She remembered the day she left the courthouse and into the taxi cab 
that Joan had been kind to get for her and take her to the apartment 
serving as a halfway house for her. It might become her own if she 
chose to not feel like moving again, or if she got her financial 



house in order, or the two combined. She liked to decorate, so she 
got the prettiest of things to make it a real home to her. She had 
wonderful, romantic lace curtains a young girl could dream of, soft 
Danish furniture, as well as a few eye-catching additional 
decorations. For example, on the wall was a three-part painting of a 
rose to symbolize the love that never faded - as this rose never 
would in its form. On the coffee table was a unique setting of a 
birdcage and realistic-looking songbirds, the flowers inside bursting 
with flowers resembling something out of one of Monet's paintings. 
Another in particular on one of her other tables was a sculpture of 
frosted hands holding a crystal heart. Harley just wanted her home to 
be filled with so much love she still had to give. 

The babies had missed her when she got home after a long shift. Her 
patients loved her, it seemed, but there were times she could see a 
few of them looking at her with hate and knowing what she did that 
they would not forgive her for. Not that she blamed them, but was 
moving on really too much to ask? 

According to the papers, Mistah J was busy as ever, but it appeared 
he'd heard of the order and decided she was not worth anything 
anymore. It broke Harley's heart as she found herself looking at the 
ring from him once more. _A broken promise. _She was tempted to take 
the ring off at some point before she decided against it and wanted 
to keep this part of her Joker on her being. "Well, babies," she said 
to the hyenas as she pulled off her shoes and socks after hanging her 
coat and purse, "it's dinner time." 

But just when she was about to take out the large ham to bake from 
the pantry, the doorbell rang, and she shrieked, jumping nearly out 
of her skin and spinning around with the babies. Who could it be 
visiting her at this late hour? Hope sprang that it might be her 
puddin' after all, but as she hurried for the door and threw it open 
with a grin on her face that her knight had come at last - 

"Oh, Professor Crane!" she exclaimed, feeling her smile fade at 
once . 

He canted his head forward with a slight smile. "And a good evening 
to you, too . " 

"When did you . . . get out of Arkham?" Yesterday, she'd heard that he'd 
been finalizing his own release, shocking her to her core and making 
her smile that another great friend she'd known was free as she was. 
That meant they could do anything they wanted now, but what was Jonny 
going to do with his life like she? 

"Not that long ago, " Jonathan answered, drawing his coat closer 
around his lanky figure. "I see you're faring well yourself. And it's 
a surprise they allowed you on the staff at Gotham General." 

"Yeah, and it's great!" She stepped aside for him to come in, and the 
babies barked and rounded on him, but didn't jump him to the ground. 
"Now, now, babies, be good to the good professor!" Harley 
scolded . 

He grunted but smiled after pushing them off. "Indeed, but it's good 
to see you both." His attention shifted back to her. "Harley, I 
apologize if this is a bad time..." he started, then left it there, 
his posture suddenly nervous that it made her frown. The last time 



they spoke, it was not well when it had to do with her puddin' . Now 
that she thought of it, the awkward tension was renewed between her 
and Jonathan despite the weeks turning into months that passed since 
then. She had tried so hard to think of how to make it up to him, to 
patch up the only friendship she had left when Pamela took off, but 
nothing good had come to mind. 

He might be here, at her apartment, for the same reasons. He had 
missed her as she missed him, but now that he WAS here, it begged a 
lot of questions. "Jonny, how can I ... apologize to you?" she asked 
softly, reaching down to pet Lou's nose when he butted himself 
against her knee, sensing her uncertainty. "Mistah J has not come 
back to me . " 

"So I have heard. And the fact an order was placed, " Crane stated, 
walking away from her and making way into the living room. "Which 
means you are in no way allowed to be in contact with him unless you 
want to go to Blackgate for the rest of your life, given your 
history." He looked at her sharply. 

"Harley, I'm not here to fight you. Not anymore. I'm here because of 
the obvious heartbreak. Never in my life did I think I would meet 
someone like you, to fill my days with such light in a dark place I 
have always lived - but in the end, you always run back to the Joker. 
I have grown tired of trying to save you as Pamela has become, but 
here I am now because we are both away from Arkham, and I want to do 
the one thing that I have kept bottled for so long." 

She felt herself tremble with stunned surprise that she never thought 
she would hear this from him - or anyone else who wasn't Mistah J. 
"Jonathan ..." 

"I'm in love with you, Harleen Quinzelle. I'm not doing this the way 
you would have expected it, " he said, almost desperate and tired, 
reaching out and taking her hands into both of his. "But I'm telling 
you that I have felt this way for as long as I've known you. If you 
take me now, I won't ever hurt you, take you for granted, and so many 
other things. I have never done this before, so please don't make me 
regret this. I want you to marry me." 

~o~ 

_"I don't know how I can repay either of you for this - but I also do 
not see the point of an expensive ring for both of us, " he insisted 
when the Riddler and Mad Hatter both brought him to downtown Gotham 
where Nygma had a friend and partner who was a back alley jeweler, 
and given he was out of the asylum now, he wasn't sure if this was a 
good idea. It was not only the fact Edward decided wedding rings were 
in order based on price on Crane's part, but the fact it was the 
circumstance 

_"0h, pish-posh, " Tetch hushed, tapping his arm. "This is the most 
wonderful moment for you and Miss Quinn. Don't object and shy away 
from true happiness. 

_"0h, Edward!" The woman was African American, very lovely and 
somewhere in early thirties, dressed according to her heritage if not 
bordering on costume apparel. "It's been a long while. What can I do 
for you?"_ 



_Nygma cleared his throat and motioned towards the former professor. 
"Dalila, this is Jonathan Crane, a very good partner of mine. He is 
looking for a wedding duo for himself and a very special 
lady 

_"I got just the selection, but I'm afraid more on the way," the 
woman answered, smiling with a twinge of sadness that Edward waved 
of f . _ 

_"That won't matter, but my friend Jonathan will know it when he sees 
it, won't you, Jonathan?"_ 

_A1 1 eyes were trained on him that he knew he could not back out now. 
He grumbled to himself and nodded. He was brought over to the table 
where an interesting selection of wedding rings were displayed on 
rich blue velvet as if on a real retail visual. Each available 
selection was separated from white gold to yellow gold; according to 
Dalila, rose-gold had been difficult to obtain as of lately given the 
issue with Rupert Thorne and the Batman taking much of the lessers - 
one for the business, the other to clean up the filth. _ 

_The first one Jonathan found himself interested in was a 
dual-textured silver ring, the spirals ranging from sleek to 
diamond-set, both ends coiling like snakes ending each with a single 
diamond. It was quite ... elegant , but somehow it didn't seem like a 
wedding ring. Next was the traditional, classic and simple silver 
band, but it wasn't entirely appealing despite being in his 
set-in-his-mind price range, and Jervis insisted he not think of the 
money, that he leave it to him and Edward. "It's our gift to you and 
the girl, March, " he insisted. "Only think about her happiness and 
yours . 

_Happiness involving keeping her safe from Joker. He snorted and 
doubted she'd take this well, but who knew? Another ring was pure 
glamor, set with over thirty dazzling diamonds, but while it would 
rapture Harley at first attention, he knew it would wear off in time. 
Silver and diamonds went well, but it might not with her. Given that, 
this was too common and bordered on a socialite's tastes. The last 
silver band, flushed with seven brilliants, was no good either. 

Silver had not been successful, so he could only hope yellow gold did 
the trick. __ 

_What was the matter with him? _Perhaps because I have never done 
this before, never paid much attention to trivial matters. 

_Ignoring the simple band like last time, he moved onto more 
detailed. The first yellow gold to catch his attention - and somehow 
he found himself drawn to this one more than the rest even though he 
had yet to look. It looked like it could pass off as a woman's 
engagement and wedding pair, for the main band was plain and centered 
with a round diamond, the next part a criss-cross of winking smaller 
ones - only it was one combined. It seemed to stand out from the 
others . _ 

_Dalila seemed to know what he was thinking, for she was smiling. "I 
see she has caught your eye. Dr. Crane. This is one of the most 
sought-after, and rare to find these days." She picked it up and held 
it out to him. "I'll keep it to the side if you want to continue," 
she promised. _ 



_Jonathan agreed, taking note of the next one to follow, which was a 
sculpture of golden waves and no gems, and then another which looked 
like it could have come from the late 1800s with its delicate 
engraving set with five diamonds ... but his attention kept going back 
to the one saved just for him, his head telling him this was the one 


**I knew I wanted to do this from the beginning: Jonathan coming to 
his senses and deciding asking Harley to marry him would be the one 
way to protect her from Joker and anyone else. This is the story's 
vital point - and imagine the terrifying events to come when it gets 
back to Joker. ** 


4 . Chapter 4 

**I was inspired by season 1 of Outlander, episode 7 titled "The 
Wedding", for this next chapter. :) After this, it is vacation time 
for me, given I won't be writing - but that doesn't mean I won't be 
brainstorming and getting inspiration. The same goes for the next 
chapter of my finale in the Vorta Brides Trilogy, "Yelgrun and Lynet : 
Chosen for the Marriage Bed".** 

**Thanks to "Mad Love", the origin behind the meeting of Harley Quinn 
and the Joker. ** 


Chapter Four 


"Professor Crane..." she gasped, taken aback altogether, her head 
spinning that she thought she was going to the faint, and the babies 
sensed her behavior and dove on either side of her to support 
her . 


_I want you to marry me. . ._ 

The words kept repeating over and over in her head that her vision 
was dotted with spots, blotting out the man before her now, stepping 
back when the hyenas snarled at him for making her like this. "I'm 
terribly sorry that I did this to you, Harley, but I'm telling you 
the truth . " 


Harley really wanted to accept it, her heart beating so fast in the 
way it always did with Mistah J - why was she so confused? Jonathan 
Crane was a good man, he never abandoned her, and he always knew what 
was right and what wasn't. 

"I can't do this." She turned away from him, tears stinging the 
corners of her eyes that it made him even more upset. 

"The Joker doesn't love you, Harleen! He never did! Why can't you see 
it? Why don't you see that everything he told you was a lie? He had 
you played for a fool from the moment the both of you met, " he 
insisted, taking her by the arm and turning her around to look at him 
in the eyes. "What did he see in you that he had to sweep you off 
your feet, destroy the life you had - and the potential you had to 
give only to let your heart get the best of you? ! What did he tell 
you that made you _sympathize _with him?" 

She tore away from him, slapping his hands away. "Stop it! He told me 
things! Secret things that he never told anyone else! He told only 



ME!" Her cheeks burned with hurt and heartbreak. He came to her home 
and thought to force her to forget about the man who told her he 
loved her and shared what no one else knew about him, thought to ask 
her to marry him for _what _purpose?! How could he do this to 
her? ! 

"Like what?" Crane countered hotly. "The time his father took him to 
the . . ._aquarium _for the first time?" 

Harley stopped herself there. He ... Joker ... her _puddin . . the love 
of her life - _He lied to me?! _"He said it was the ... circus ... " she 
whispered brokenly, feeling weak now and looking down at the floor, 
blankly and unaware of the whimpering Bud and Lou. "He told me the 
only time his father laughed when..." Now she couldn't finish now 
that the horrible truth dawned on her, and Jonathan was still 
speaking, respecting her space and monotoned. 

"He has a million of them . . . Harleen, " he said softly. "And given the 
Batman has faced him off longer than with any of us, he would say the 
same. The Joker is not the charming funny man you thought he was. He 
hurt you as he hurt millions of others, and I won't let him do it to 
you anymore. I'm not him; I love you." 

When was the last time anyone made her cry like this? She found 
herself thinking back to all those times Joker threw her out for any 
mistake she made, counting that one time which led her to meet Pamela 
Isley for the first time. Red hated him, tried and failed, and then 
she left Harley in the end. To which the blonde hated herself for 
now. She would give anything to find her best friend, tell her she 
was sorry and a myriad of other things... "Why do you love me, 

Jonny?" she whispered, looking up at him now, seeing the shocked 
surprise . 

"Why?" he repeated stunned. "Because all my life I lived alone, 
living nothing but darkness that makes me who I am, what society 
hates me for. But it's always been you to make me smile, but it 
killed me to see you with that madman, and to know you never turned 
out to be the breakthrough, young mind I believed you could have 
become if not for him. But now that you have been ordered to never 
see him again, I want to have a future with you. I want to keep you 

safe from him if he does ever try to take you back." 

Harley shook her head. A part of her still loved Mistah J - but she 

hated him now for lying to her. She wanted to let him go now that 
Jonathan Crane was here for her, swearing all these things that her 
puddin' never did for her, said he would protect her... and she never 
realized she needed it until now. She always wanted to get married 
and have a family, and now it would happen. 

Another realization dawned on her: _I want to love Jonny, too, but is 
it the same as it was for Mistah J? My heart pounded with him, but 
I'm afraid because it's not the same with this one in front of 

me . . ._ 

It scared her to think she might not end up loving Jonathan the way 
he claimed to love her. 

~o~ 


Everything had happened so much in five more months to go by. He and 



Harley had been together since his turn to be released from Arkham, 
and he moved in with her and the hyenas. They lived like a normal, 
happy couple, being like they used to be with each other, and she 
loved nothing more than to just cuddle with him or to help him out 
with his work - he got his old chemical company up and running again 
with help from Wayne Enterprises and the generosity of Bruce Wayne - 
and the babies would crawl over the both of them. 

Crane never thought he would ever find life to be... decent again. He 
had no means to be like everyone else, preferring his independence 
from every branch in Gotham. Crane Chemicals was welcomed as a new 
partner of Wayne Enterprises, yet he didn't feel like he deserved 
such importance. He was no one special - no one who didn't have his 
kind of record, anyway. He didn't care, however, about how people 
thought of him. As long as they left him be, he was fine with his 
life now - and Harley, his fiancAOe, was all that mattered as well as 
Tetch and Nygma. 

The wedding planning was taking its time, no date yet, because the 
ceremony was going to be a theme of an English tea garden, suggested 
by Jervis and brightly accepted by the bride. Something soft and 
nothing lavish, but she was only going to get married once, same for 
Jonathan. He didn't care how it was, but only wanted to marry her and 
make her happy. The doctors at Arkham, with the exception of Leland 
and Bartholomew, thought he couldn't love... but he did. 

~o~ 

Harley was not sure if she could ever get used to this new 
relationship, but she didn't mean that in a bad way. 

One day she was surprised at home on a day off with a ringing of the 
doorbell. She seldom had any more visitors with the exception of 
Eddie and Jervis, and her few new friends made at Gotham General, but 
none of her new ones were as special as - "Red!" she cried, jumping 
back and gasping at the sight of the Vixen of Vines. She wanted to 
throw her arms around her friend, but she bit it back as she felt 
uncomfortable because of the last time they spoke. "Uh...hi." 

"Hi, " Isley repeated, emerald eyes blinking before a slight smile 
broke. "We haven't seen each other in almost a year, and that's all 
you say?" 

Harley shuffled from foot to foot. "Well, last time wasn't 
good . " 

Ivy huffed. "Indeed, but now I heard about you and ... Crane . " Her face 
broke into a wider smile. "What happened? Did Joker give you one more 
blow that you had enough?" She frowned then. "I don't see any 
bruises . " 

The former harlequin stepped aside. There was a lot to catch up on. 

" Jonny and I are getting married, " she answered with a 
grin . 

"Congratulations. But did you get a dress yet?" 

"Not yet. Red. Everything else is going well, but I... missed you," 
Harley confessed, sticking her bottom lip out a little as she 
realized just how much she did. "I wondered where you went. And 



buying a wedding dress would have been fun, but not without you, so I 
didn't go. A couple of my new girlfriends wanted to volunteer, but 
they weren't you." Because while they might be fun, her true 
friendship would always be with Pamela. But that also meant Red could 
not come to her wedding like a regular guest; the police and the 
Batman would get her again faster than she could let loose her seed 
saplings to keep them barred away. 

Ivy smirked. "Well, then, what are we waiting for? We have to go now 
and get one, and we have a lot to catch up on. I'll tell you all 
about Brazil ..." 

Harley usually was the one to drag the other person out for some fun, 
so she was fairly surprised that Pamela dragged her out - and leaving 
the babies at home, but they were house broken - of the apartment and 
through the streets for bridal shopping. There were so many options, 
ranging from ballgowns with tulle skirts and sparkling crystal 
bodices, but they made her feel like a little girl again even though 
she knew she was at heart... and finally there was a mermaid one that 
hit home. 

It was the very one she wore today, three more months later. 

She inhaled and exhaled, feeling like she was on cloud nine. Ivory 
fitted to her body and flared out, embroidered with rose-gold roses. 
Her hair was braided sweetly behind her head, the headband sweet and 
simple with golden pearl flowers. In her ears and around her neck 
were more pearls, glowing with a hue of soft primrose pink. When she 
looked at herself in the mirror, feeling sad that Red could not be at 
her wedding today but was happy that she was with her in spirit 
because she'd helped Harley pick out this dress and everything. 

Now she could not wait to go get married. 

They were wed on a cliff overlooking the ocean outside Gotham, under 
an arch made of pink hydrangeas, sweet peas and roses for a lush, 
mysterious and romantic touch. There were also orchids at the ends of 
the arch. He could not stop looking at her, and she could have sworn 
he was fighting back his emotions. Their guest amount was a number to 
thirty, small and intimate, which she wanted and he did, too. That 
was enough for her. And the babies were sitting on their hinds, 
sniffing and whining their happiness for her. 

She tried not to cry, but it was hard, even when she received the 
ring from Jonathan, and it was everything she could have asked for. 
And when it was her turn to give him his, that simple golden band 
that nearly resembled hers, he was hers as she was his now. Their 
lives were bound. 

"I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride." 

No one besides Mistah J and her high school love had ever kissed 
her... but Jonathan's gentle caress against her mouth made her head 
spin faster than Joker ever did. He clearly had no real experience 
with making out with a woman, which made it that much more special. 
Harley wasn't a virgin, but to know her new husband was? _He ' s so 
sweet ... and sweeter than Mistah J. He said he won't ever leave me, 
and he's never lied to me before. I think I'm going to love being 
married . 



Although it begged the question as to whether or not Jonathan wanted 
children . 


"How does it feel to be married?" she asked as soon as they returned 
to their apartment. Their honeymoon was booked for the day after 
tomorrow, for the Plaza Hotel in New York City. All she wanted for 
them was to be pampered and come back regretting their 
self-indulgence. "I haven't felt so happy, Jonny." 

He looked down at her with a slight smile. "I f eel ... wonderful . I 
never thought I would be married. I always considered it to be a 
distraction and a compromise, " Jonathan said as he shrugged off his 
jacket. "But it seems I was wrong." 

Harley turned her back to him and sat down at the dresser. "I always 
wanted this . " 

He hummed. "You got your wish." 

"And to have babies - real babies, not just Bud and Lou, " she added, 
turning around after taking off her jewelry, biting her bottom lip. 
"Did you want babies?" 

Crane's eyes grew to the size of softballs. "Y-you mean ... children? " 
Harley nodded enthusiastically. He cleared his throat and went rigid. 
"Well, I suppose, but I never ... thought about it. I never had a 
father, so I do not know." He had removed his tie and now sat on the 
side of the bed facing her. "I was never patient with young ones, 
younger than college age at least. My own childhood was never 
good . " 

Giving him her undivided attention, Harley turned around while in the 
middle of taking her hair out of the braids and letting curls fall 
over her shoulders while he told her of his battered early life in 
the deep south of Georgia, in a town of bad blood and religion as 
well as being born out of wedlock. The father left before he was 
born, and his mother left him with her mother who took his innocence 
by always locking him in a church full of crows behind the house. 
School life fared no better - Harley could not repeat half the things 
he told her to herself. Both his grandmother and his bullies were the 
ones who helped him become what everyone knew him as, and how the 
study of fear became his life. He had not abandoned it now, just put 
it on hold until he was finished with Gotham. 

"I still want to leave this city behind," he told her upon finishing, 
"and I want you to come with me." 

She had never been away from Gotham, from New York, or anywhere out 
of the states. It was the only home she'd ever known. Where would 
they go? "We can go to England, or perhaps a remote Caribbean island, 
but anywhere so I can retire," Jonathan said passionately. "I'm tired 
of running, hiding and anything related. I'm half past forty, 
entirely past my prime, my dear." He sighed, reaching up to rub his 
eyes. "It's time I settled down." 

Harley nodded. She was still unsure about this, but she just wanted 
to go with the flow and see how life would play out now. There were 
still people in Gotham who sneered at her for her past record, and 
the sensitive side of her wanted to get rid of it once and for all. 

"I want it, too," she said finally, standing up. "And right now, I 



want us to have fun tonight before we... relax." She grinned and 
walked over to stand in front of him. "You ready, Jonny?" 

He leaned back, staring at her with a blink, then another. "Ready?" 
he repeated, confused. 

"To make love," she clarified. "It's traditional." 

Oh, he was adorable. He was past forty and inexperienced in intimate 
favors, making him a better husband than Joker ever would be. Joker 
had seemed to enjoy himself more than he wanted her to, now that she 
thought of it. "I suppose," Jonathan said after a moment, swallowing 
before sitting up again. "I don't quite know how we begin. But I know 
that I don't want this to be ruined for us both." 

Harley felt a little sad. "If you're not ready..." 

"No!" he exclaimed, standing quickly. "I mean, I don't want to put 
this off. I've just never done this before. You know that it should 


"Oh, hush." She laughed and waved it off, reaching to take both his 
hands to stand. "Jonathan, I love you." Now that she said it, the 
more real it was and she knew he was the prince she always wanted. 
"I'll help you. So, why don't you help me out of my dress?" She 
turned her back to him, offering the view of the corset back. Some 
moments passed that felt like forever, before she finally felt the 
tugging of her back telling her he was unlacing her. The more laces 
tugged, the lighter the weight that would soon leave her naked to his 
eyes . 

The dress fell around her feet, showing her nude form save for her 
pink lace bikini. Her hands flew to her chest as she turned back 
around to face him, but it wasn't self-preservation. Jonathan, 
however, looked away shyly. "It's okay. You can look at me," she said 
softly, dropping her arms and then reaching down to push her 
underwear down. When he finally looked at her, his face did not 
change, but his eyes sparkled. Harley's figure was perfect as a 
gymnast, as she'd been one when she was younger. Her breasts were 
full and her hips flared, everything athletic that Jonathan Crane 
never thought he would have beside his own body. Speaking of 
which . . . 

"I want to see you now." 

Jonathan was self-conscious about his body, she could see. No woman 
had ever seen him before, and neither had she. But based on his 
hesitancy, his body must not be that good in appearance. "I won't 
bite," she promised him, reaching for his shirt and unbuttoning it. 

He didn't even try to stop her, just remained ever rigid. He turned 
his face to the left, not wanting to see her reaction - and when she 
opened his shirt, she gasped softly. His chest had soft musculature, 
but the skin was stretched so tightly you could see the ribs, and his 
stomach curved inwards. Lack of exercise, malnourishment and all 
things related were the causes. 

He was nothing like Joker... but he was so handsome. 

"You find me hideous." Jonathan's tone was single-handedly devoid of 
emotion. She gasped at him again, a little louder this time. How 



could he think that? He wasn't in classic shape like Mistah J, but he 
was a human being - and she would show him. 

"Not at all, " Harley replied, reaching for the waist of his pants and 
finishing the job of leaving him as bare as she was. When she saw 
him, she beheld the sight of his lanky body - a scarecrow's body, but 
naturally attractive if not perfect - and the contours of his waist 
and hips. She circled him slowly, caressing every inch of his 
nakedness just to show him she wasn't repulsed; she moved from the 
left side, ghosting over his firm hip and then over his buttocks, 
smooth and firm. His back looked no better than the front of his 
torso; there were scars from obvious whiplash. She gritted her teeth 
as she damned his grandmother for this. Her own had been sweet and 
gentle. He shivered at her touch, trembling visibly at the 
affectionate caress. When she came back around to stand in front of 
him, her eyes fell to Jonathan's manhood as she continued to touch 
his chest, gazing lovingly at the pulse-pounding sight: sparse, 
red-brown pubic hair circled the length which was a perfect six 
inches, thick and vibrating with arousal. The pooling between her own 
legs was even better than her last love would ever make her. Looking 
at her husband's face, she saw him still unable to look her in the 
eyes, still shy about his own insecurities. 

At the moment, Jonathan Crane was not Scarecrow, the all-powerful 
Master of Fear - at heart and ever would be - but just a man. A man 
self-conscious about the nightmare his body still lived on the 
outside, believing he would never be worthy of a woman's 
caress . 

This man was more of a natural than the chemical-bleach ever would 
be . 

"Harley?" Jonathan frowned when he finally glanced down at her as she 
knelt before him. This was the one sure way she was not afraid to do, 
to show him he had every reason to feel comfortable about himself. 
Moving her face closer, she got a whiff of his musky scent and then 
ran her lips over his sensitive skin - and he was nothing bad to 
kiss. He was so wonderful she would not use vulgar terms to explain 
it . 

And the noises he made her joyous to listen to. He gasped and moaned, 
whimpered, and his hands came to rest on her head, just petting her 
and trying not to grab her locks for a painful pull. "Oh, 

Harley . " 

"You like that?" she asked, looking up with a small smile. His 
returned was broader, now filled with confidence. 

"I do . " 

She giggled and stood. "Take me to the bed now, Jonny." 

A virgin felt pain for the first time, but she was not worried as she 
lost it a long time ago; Jonathan was worried more for her than 
himself. "Are you sure I am not hurting you?" he asked when he 
shifted his hips so they were aligned with hers. She nodded, giving 
him a calm, loving gaze. He leaned down and placed a kiss on her 
right shoulder, then ghosted down to give the top of her breast the 
same treatment before briefly flicking his tongue out over her 
nipple, drawing a sizzle and sending it throughout her body. She 



moaned; he was doing so well for a forty-five-year-old innocent. _And 
even better than Mistah J ever did. _ 

Her hands came up and massaged his shoulders before going down to 
gently scratch his back with her nails, enough to give him the 
pleasure he was giving her. His skin must be an inferno if he was 
quivering that much, which was a good thing. Jonathan sighed at her 
touch. He had never felt such intense longing before, and he was so 
lost he almost lost track of what he was doing, looking down between 
their bodies with a pink blush to his cheeks. "Oh, forgive me, I 
don ' t know ..." 

"You're doing good," she assured him, shifting her hips to his. "Go 
ahead; you won't hurt me." 

When he slid into her, a great wave of overwhelming pleasure washed 
over her. Harley's body arched upwards against Jonathan's, her arms 
wrapping around him and bringing him down as their movements began 
slow and then picked up when the friction became more and sparking 
flames that rose higher and higher to a point when they found 
themselves uncontrolled in their coupling, reversing their positions 
so she'd be on top of him, and vice versa when he couldn't stand it 
anymore, not to be negative. 

Harley didn't think she'd ever feel this great about lovemaking 
again . 

And Jonathan never thought he would enjoy it this much. 

And when it was all over, which felt like forever and she had lost 
track of how many times... "Jonny...you were awesome," she gasped. 
"You were better than him." 

Jonathan knew who she meant by "him", and turned to offer her a 
slight smile of gratitude. He was laying on his back now beside her. 
"I'm pleased to know that." 

"Aw, don't be shy." Harley turned so she was facing him. "You're the 
greatest lover - and the perfect husband ever." She kissed the tip of 
his nose. When she pulled back, she saw two tears roll down his 
cheeks. He was crying because he was happy; it must have been a long 
time since anyone praised him and meant every word they said to 
him. 

**Now that I remember one of my favorite stories long before this 
fic, "Strange Love" by Sunflare2k5, it recalls the tender love 
Jonathan gave Harley in contrast to Joker pleasing himself instead of 
her. That story is worth a read. :) And sweet Scarecrow really made 
her happy instead of himself, and to see him break down when Harley 
confessed her feelings made me weep, too. She even told him he was 
the best man she ever had, and I couldn't agree more. ** 

**Read and review. :) But no flames, please. Bad comments put me in a 
foul mood. ** 


5 . Chapter 5 

* *BACK from vacation, and here is the next chapter. :D I even got 
something in here from "Home Alone 2". XD You'll be laughing it off 



with this . * * 


**The song first playing is "Little Red Wagon" by Miranda Lambert; 
take a listen on YouTube. :D Which reminds me of Harley and Joker - 
if only in other times she did get over him. Another great country 
hit appears only by being mentioned by name and artist. ** 

Chapter Five 

To finally be away from Gotham and for two weeks at one of New York's 
most elite hotels - it was everything that Harley could have asked 
for. This meant no Joker bothering them, even though Nygma was 
keeping tabs on the clown to make sure he didn't come anywhere near 
the happy couple. Isley was doing the same, and back to what she did 
best. Crane was not a fool to assume otherwise regarding her motives 
to return. The Brazilian island which she temporarily remained exiled 
had been bombed by nuclear scientists that she fled with her life - 
and with a vengeance. 

This car reflected off the song currently playing from the radio, 
that Harley had to be singing as she drove them and nearly got them 
killed on the road trip. 

_You only love me for my big sun glasses_ 

_And my Tony Lomas_ 

_And my Dodge Dart classic_ 

_You said "I'll be Johnny and you'll be June_ 

_I'll ride with you to the moon"_ 

_But guess what?_ 

Jonathan chuckled as he looked at her from the corner of his eyes, 
trying not to laugh too hard. The song reminded him very much of a 
certain someone else, and paralleled ironically enough to reality. 
Only when he watched as she got deep into singing and swaying her 
head and upper body side to side, he had to be the one to take the 
rein and remind her about the road. His new wife was well aware of 
what she was doing, but she was too excited for her own good. 

_You can't ride in my little red wagon_ 

_The front seat's broken and the axle's draggin_ 

_You can't step to this backyard swagger_ 

_You know it ain't my fault when I'm walkin' jaws droppin' 
like_ 

_0oh, ah, ooh, ah_ 

"Harley, " Crane said loudly over the music, trying not to hurt her 
feelings, "I want us both to make it to the Plaza in one piece, so 
can you at least be careful and pay attention to the road for both 
our sakes? ! I might be past forty, but I don't want to spend my 
first days of marriage dead!__ 



She looked at him from the corner of her eyes - well, hidden by 
sunglasses rimmed with bright red, obviously - and stuck her lower 
lip out in a pout. "Sorry, Jonathan," she said softly. "I was just 
having some fun." But before she could continue or he could answer, 
the next verse of the song came up, and she was back to singing 
again, this time keeping her eyes on the road. 

_0h, heaven help me_ 

_I ' ve been sowing wildf lower seeds_ 

_And chasing tumble weeds_ 

_But that ' s just who I be_ 

_And you're just trying to slow this rolling stone_ 

_But I'm on to you baby_ 

_So guess what?_ 

"Joker won't be able to ride your little red wagon anymore," Jonathan 
said in spite of himself, then felt his cheeks burn when she burst 
out laughing. Now WHY did he say that? _Because it's true,_ his 
reasonable mind said. _The clown won't get what is yours now._ 

"Ya right, baby." She reached over and gave him a pat on the 
shoulder, still beaming. "I might be blonde and from Brooklyn, the 
babies can do tricks, and I might do everything he did. . .but you know 
what?" Her teeth flashed pearly white, even brighter than the sun 
shining. "He's done riding my new little red wagon that I got just 
for you and me!" With that, she leaned over and kissed him full on 
the lips - 

- and in time for a fast buzz to zoom past them that a vehicle had to 
ring the horn to get both their attentions. Harley shrieked and got 
control of the wheel again in time for the light to turn red. No 
impact behind them, lucky. Crane came so close to cursing her out 
even though he never did it before, with the exception of "hell" and 
"damn" on occasion. "Harley," he said warningly, taking off his 
sunglasses and squinting at her. He gritted his teeth to keep himself 
together. "Today is not a good day to get killed. We can always find 
a place to pull over so I can get us to the hotel safe and 
sound ..." 

Her attention jerked its way ahead, and she gasped loud enough to 
startle him. "No need, Jonny ! We're here! Ahead!" She pointed 
excitedly before them... and Jonathan felt his jaw drop. 

The New York Plaza Hotel lay dead ahead, to their right, in all its 
regality without proper words. 

"So since the party's tomorrow night, baby," Harley was saying as she 
_carefully_ - and about time, indeed, "we're just gonna check in, 
relax, and have a good time. So . . . much . . . fun ! " 

The Plaza was called a "cultural oasis amid a bustling metropolis", 
keeping the spirits high. Very few middle-class and lower class 
citizens came, so it sickened Jonathan that people like him and 
Harleen did not get the opportunity. A new song came on the radio. 



this time being about "take me down to the little white church" . 
_"Little White Church" by Little Big Town?_ He huffed, but she didn't 
notice. _Another of her and the clown. _ 

This room they were checked under was a suite that had a grand master 
bedroom and a guest room in case any of their friends - small to none 
chance happening of that - as well as filled with more than enough 
opulence than Jonathan Crane could have asked for, and his new bride 
was more than over cloud nine. The suite also offered white-gloved 
butler service for all guests, old world luxury and elegance 
mix-matched with today's tech standards such as wireless Internet and 
television . 

Harley was looking around at the overwhelming grandeur of the main 
lobby with the eyes of the child she behaved to be. "Wowa€ i it ' s 
perfect, " she gasped, dropping her suitcase and turning to Jonathan, 
throwing her arms around him and pulling him down for a kiss on the 
cheek. "Being married is so much fun." 

He chuckled a little as he had it in him to look around to see some 
people looking at them and half of them disapproving of PDA. He 
caught the eye of the concierge not too far away from themaC | and knew 
right away that this one was going to be the prime nuisance of the 
service. The man was looking at him as though he could already tell 
there was something fishya€| 

"My dear, we need to hurry, " he whispered sharply, tearing eye 
contact away at once. "We are getting upstairs and soon." Even though 
they were both free people, some people who still knew them even 
outside Gotham - New York City primarily - would not let go of the 
past that easily. 

~o~ 

The honeymoon suite had so many words that Harleen Crane could not 
decipher for her overwhelmed mind. 

Rich Old World style ... sumptuous textiles and exquisite 
furnishings ... seriously , she and Jonny could be living in the time of 
the ambiance of Louis XV. There was a dining room, a library, the 
great living room and state-of-the-art kitchen with inspiration from 
Viking... and the master bedroom offered a spectacular view of the 
avenue and park. Everything from their bedroom to the adjacent 
bathroom was bedecked in twenty-carat-gold accents and mosaic tiles. 
And up to today's standards, there was unlimited Internet access and 
flat screen TV with a selection of movies both old and new. 

"Well, " she gushed as she flopped onto the bed, her long bare legs 
dangling over the edge, "whatcha wanna do now before we unpack, 
baby?" She batted her lashes at him that he smirked to one corner of 
his mouth. Her dress was cute, short and sexy, pink with white lace 
accents. The skirt rode up enough just to show she wasn't wearing 
any . . . 

"No underwear? That is very naughty, Mrs. Crane," he chided with a 
finger waving at her. 

"Aw, but it works." 


He was walking over her, all the while unbuttoning his shirt and 



pulling it out from his belted trousers. Wearing his tie, vest and 
collared shirt turned her on to no end. She thought about them both 
hitting the bath ahead of time, before his escaped arousal from the 
front of his pants made her decide it could wait. The mint bath gel 
could wait, and after that the massage lotion mixed with pepper, 
rosemary and sage, as well as lavender. 

Harley squealed when her hubby joined her, his loins burning against 
hers and his manhood searing her ravenously. 

_Wow... still unbelievable, _ she thought when they both fell flat onto 
the bed together after maybe two rounds. After the long drive, they 
were both still energized for two go's in the master bed. 

They spent the day at the pool, her in her bikini and cropped top 
striped in spring colors and gold metallic while he was just in his 
fitting shorts and t-shirt - she thought he was the cutest thing 
ever, but he didn't look too happy. "Oh, don't be a spoilsport," 
she'd chided. "You look great. Even if no one else thinks so, it'll 
be all me." 

If the pool had been abandoned save for the two of them, they would 
have gotten pretty crazy and thrilled with the idea that they could 
be walked in on. But Jonathan did not want to come back tonight when 
it would be, so now was the time to relax. He was going to be out for 
a little while to pick up some groceries as he didn't want to go too 
crazy with the room service with tonight's exception - lamb with 
cooked onions for her and filet mignon with asparagus for him - 
because they were married now. She was alone for the moment; who knew 
when Jonny would return, not that she minded. 

Right now she needed a break. This place was so much fun to be in. 
Luxury, romance, funa€ | you name it. She went out into the living area 
where there was a flatscreen over the fireplace, wearing a burgundy 
nightgown with a lacy neck, eating three big scoops of 
chocolate-and-vanilla-swirl ice cream, watching _Angels With Even 
Filthier Souls_, a sequel to a 30 's gangster film that Mistah J 
didn't like her seeing before; when he caught her, he "punished" her 
via the "wheelbarrow" from an edition of the Kama Sutra. 

She watched as the lovely young woman in a long, vintage dress and a 
fur coat walked into the living area where her boyfriend - an older 
man, and a gangster, from the previous film who wasn't to be reasoned 
with - was glaring into the fire. For some odd reason, Harley felt 
the parallels this had with that of her own life with Mistah J. 

The man turned his head abruptly. _ "Hold it right there," _he 
commanded . 

><em><br>_The woman, whose name was Susie, gave a shy little smile. _ 
"It's me, Johnny. 

"I knew it was you," 

he spat, putting his cigarette out._ "I could smell ya getting off 
the elevator. 

" It ' sa€ | gardenias , Johnny. Your favorite." 

Johnny was now standing and menacing. _ "You was here last night, too, 
wasn't it?" 



Susie gave him a "baffled" expression as she smoothed back her hair, 
even though it was already up._ "I was singing at the Blue Monkey 
last night . "_ 

"She was not!" Harley protested in disgust. "She was smoochin' with 
your brother." 

><em><br>"You was herea€ | and you was _smoochin'_ with my 
brother . 

Harley beamed, triumphant, and took a bite of cream. "See?" she 
pointed, just as Susie accused of it all being a "dirty rotten lie". 
And her gangster boyfriend wasn't buying it, as expected. He was like 
Mistah J, in so many ways. _Once again. _ 

_"Don't give me that. You been smoochin' with everybody: Snuffy, Al, 
Leo, Little Moe with the gimpy leg. Cheeks, Boney Bob, Cliffa€|I can 
go on forever, baby."_ 

_"You got me all wrong! 

_"Alright, I believe yaa€ | " _He reached into the trunk of the 
Christmas treeaC | and pulled out what her puddin' was known to use 
from time to time. _"a€|but my Tommy gun don't !"_ 

Susie's eyes grew the size of alien saucers. Johnny, " s_he gasped, 
_"you're the only duck in my pondaC | ! "_ 

He seemed to enjoy making her crack from fear. _"Get down on your 
knees and tell me you love me," _he mocked, sinisterly. 

She did so and tried to plead her case. _"Babya€ | I ' m over the moon 
for you ! 

_"You gotta do better than that ! "_ 

_"If my love was an ocean, I would have to take _two _airplanes to 
get across it!" _Susie knew that this was her last chance to spare 
her own lifeaC | everything depended on it. For a moment, Harley 
envisioned herself in her place, and Mistah J with his prized Tommy 
gun. And the smile on Johnny's face clearly matched her former 
puddin ' s . 

_"Maybe I'm off my enginesaC | but I believe ya." _But his tone clearly 
said otherwise. _"That's why I'm gonna let you go." _Then his voice 
rose to a menacing octave. _"I'm gonna give ya to the count of 
three... to get your lousy, lyin', lowdown, floor-flushing carcass 
_out my door_. 

Harley gasped in terror, her hands gripping the bowl so hard her 
knuckles turned white. "She's rat baitaC | " 

_"Onea€ | " __A rise and a step backwards. _"Twoa€|" _Another step 
back . 

And then the chain reaction of gunshots began there, and Harley 
slapped her hands over her eyes to block out all vision. The maniacal 
laughter of Johnny murdering his unfaithful lover was too much, and 
enough to give her nightmares for a weeka€ | 



And then it stopped. _"Three. Merry Christmas, you filthy animal." 
_Four more shots. _"And a Happy New Yeara€| 

That final gunshot forced her to pause the screen then and there. 
Harley screamed so loud that the door that had opened and she didn't 
know it slammed shut behind her, and the arrival had nearly dropped 
the bagged groceries. The look on Jonathan's face was far from 
amused, but at least he wouldn't kill her like Joker. 

~o~ 

He had promised the Cranes that he would keep an eye on the clown as 
the word of the wedding would get back to him eventually. The word 
got out in the paper, which would definitely spark a fire. He kept 
the papers himself because it was one of the best things he could do 
- much of the time was for clues he could catch himself that no one 
else could. 

But in this case, it was a memento for the big day of the rest of his 
friend ' s life . 

But that still left the Joker, a certain abusive ex-boyfriend, to 
deal with. 

Edward sat on the worn couch of his current apartment, looking down 
at the spyware device that captured everything he needed, hot on the 
Clown Prince of Crime's trail, and what it held was extremely 
disturbing that he began to fear for Jonathan and Harleen's lives. He 
really needed Isley on this. 

**The suite Jonathan and Harley stay at was based off the Royal Suite 
of the real NY Plaza.** **I did research on the place for the fact it 
was modernized up to today's standards with technology, in contrast 
to the 90s movie.** 

**I love Home Alone 2 more than the first movie for some reason, out 
of all of the movies. XD Especially one certain scene much later on 
to come. I also always thought "Little White Church" by Little Big 
Town paralleled to Harley and Joker, and how Ivy tried to tell her 
friend that she was with a bad man. I hope this chapter was worth the 
wait, and a review is appreciated. ** 

**And speaking of Joker, let's just see what he's up to now in the 
near future. Duh duh duh . 

><strong> 


End 
f ile . 



